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"As your guide, Captain? Alone with you, ya
Bek?"

"Yes/'

" Sawa, sawa/' he said. "We will travel together.
I will see about the camels/'

I was not such a fool as to imagine his excitement
to go was for love of me. I supposed he wanted a
change from life at Jafer.

We decided to leave at eight. At eight-thirty Sudan
decided Ashwa's saddle was lop-sided, so he took it off
and began to load her again. At nine we said good-bye
to our friends at Jafer. As soon as we were out of sight
of the fort, Sudan took off his army boots and socks and
settled the folds of his khaki skirt comfortably in the
saddle. Then he began to sing at the top of his voice:

'' Eliad Eliad Eliadill yemma al Baidiye
Ya jorkh min fasalak lil helu sidriye
Tintain wurden sawa winte khalawiye.''

The grey desert stretched fiat around us as far as we
could see in all directions. It was a brilliant morning,
fresh and not yet too warm. At eleven we stopped to
eat arbud and a tin of beans washed down with tea.
Sudan was in a great hurry to get started again.

" Ishrab ya Bek. Drink up. Drink up. Away.
Away/'

I refused to be hurried, and stroked Ashwa's fluffy
ears before climbing on to the saddle. Compared ta
Gaude, Sudan's camel, she was slow and rather lazy,
But she was taller and more firmly built and far more
beautiful.

All through the heat of noon, Sudan urged me on.